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CHAPTER I.

March Comes In Like the Lion,
Thq train, which had roared through

a withering galo of sleet all tho way
up-fro- Now York, camo to a stand-till- ,

with many an ear-splitti- sigh,
; alongside tho llttlo station, and a re-

luctant porter opened his vestibule
door to desqenU to the snow-swe- pla-

tform: n solitary passenger had
preached the Journey's end. Tho swirl

.. ;of-sno- and slcot screaming out of the
blackness at the end of the station
building enveloped tho porter in nn
Instant, and cut his cars and nock with

tinging forco as ho turned his back
alnst tho galo. A pair of lonely,

finlf-obscure- platform lights gleamed
'atuously at tho top of their ley posts
,U each end of tho station; two or

;throo frost-lncruste- d windows glowed
,'rdully In tho sldo of tho building, whllo

& ,'ono. shono brightly where tho operator
Kl; "Ot waiting for tho passing of No. 33.

f

An order had been issued for tho
topping of tho fast express at B ,

a noteworthy concession in these days
of premeditated hasfe. Not In the pre-
vious career of flying 33 had It oven so
much as slowed down for the Insig-
nificant little station, through which
it swooped at midnight tho wholo year
round. Just before pulling out of Now
York on this evontful night tho con-

ductor received a command to stop
33 at B and let down a single pas-
senger, a circumstance which meant
trouble for every dispatcher along tho
line.

The woman who got down nt B
In the wake of the shivering but defer-
ential porter, and who passed by tho
conductors without lifting her face,
was without hand luggago of any de-

scription. She was heavily veiled, and
warmly clad in furs. At cloven o'clock

W that night sho bad entered tho com
partment in Now. York. Throughout
tho thirty miles or more sho had sat
alone and Inert beside tho snow-clogge- d

window, peering through veil
and frost into the night that whizzed
past tho pane, seeing nothing yet ap-

parently intent on all that stretched
beyond. As still, as immobile ae
death itself sho had held herself from
the moment of departure to tho Instant
that brought the porter with the word
that they were whistling for B .

Without a word sho aroso and fol-

lowed him to tho vestibule, whero sho
watched htm as he unfastened tho
outer door and lifted the trap. A
slnglo word escaped her llpe and he
hold out his hand to rccelvo the crum-
pled bill sho clutched In her gloved
fingers. Ho did not look at it. He
know that it would amply roward him
for tho brief exposure ho endured on
tho lonely, wind-swep- t platform of a
station, the name of which ho did not
know.
, She took several uncertain steps in
tho direction of the station windows
and Btopped, as if bewildered. Already
tho engine was pounding the air with
quick, vicious snorts in tho effort to
get under way; the vestibulo trap and
door closed with a bang; tho wheels
were creaking. A bitter wind smote
her in the face; the wet, hurtling sleet
crashed against the thin veil, blinding
her.1

Tho door of the waiting room across
r tho platform opened and a man rushed
toward her.

"Mrs. Wrandall?" he called above
the roar of the wind.

Sho advanced quickly.
M" "Yes."
! "What a night!" ho said, as much to
jr," himself as to her. "I'm sorry you
'x would insist on coming tonight. To

j

morrow mornlngi would havo satisfied
the"

"Is this Mr. Drake?"
They were being blown through tho

door Into tho waiting room as she put
tho question. Her voice was muffled.
'The man In tho great fur coat put his
weight against tho door to close It.

"Yes, Mrs. Wrandall. I havo dono
lA. oil that could bo dono under the cir

JO--" .wa

m '

cumstances. I am sorry to tell you
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A Man Rushed Toward Her.

that wo still have two miles to go by
motor beforo wo reach tho Inn. My
car Is open I don't possess a Hmou--- .

sine but if you will Ho down in tho
tonncau you will And eomo protection

, from"
Sho broko In sharply, Impatiently.

"Pray- - do not consider mo, Mr. Drake.
I am Oot afraid of tho blizzard."

"Then we'd hotter bo ofT," said ho,
. a noto of nnxloty in his voice a cer--.

,taln touch of nervousness. "I drive
L mv Anfh not fPViA Wrt7 la trfftA hilt T

V hall drivo cautiously.' Ten mlnutos,
Vs perhaps, I I am sorry you thought
$. best to brave this wretched "

;I am not sorry for myself, Mr.
Uraks, but for you, You have beeri

Mt kind. I did not expect you to
moot me."
JcTVli took jtbo Jlbrty of telephoning to
yi.ii-wgt- well tht I dM'K early
ta;ili',veBlN:k The wKw WS

wamfr
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carman:ma
penetrate tho thick, wet veil. "I may
havo brought you on a fool's errand.
You see, I I havo scon,Mr. Wrandall
but once, In town- - somowherc, and I

may bo wrong. Still, tho coroner and
the Bheriff seemed to think you
should bo notified I might say ques-
tioned. That Is why I called you up.
I trust, madam, that I am mistaken."

"Yes," she said shrilly, botraylng the
intensity of her emotion. It was as
If sho lacked tho power to uttor moro
than a singlo word, which signified
neither acquiescence nor approval.

Ho was ill at oaso, distressed. "I
havo engaged a room for you at tho
inn, Mrs. Wrandall. You aid not bring
a maid, I boo. My wlfo will como
over from our placo to stay with you
if you"

Sho shook her head. "Thank you,
Mr. Drake. It will not bo necessary.
I came alono by choice. I shall re-

turn to New York tonight."
"But you why, you can't do that,"

ho crlod, noldlng back as thoy started
toward tho door. "No trains stop hero
after ten o'clock. Tho locals begin
running at seven in tho morning. s"

Sho interrupted him. "May wo not
start now, Mr. Drake? I am well,
you must seo that I am sufforing. I
must see, I must know. Tho sus-
pense " Sho did not comploto tho
ecntenco, but hurried past him to tho
door, throwing it open and bending
her body to tho gust that burst In upon
them.

He sprang after her, grasping her
arm to lead her across the ley plat-
form to the automobile that stood in
tho lee of tho building.

Disdaining his command to enter
the tonneau, sho stood beside the car
and waited until ho cranked it and'
took his place at tho wheel. Then she
took her Beat beside him and permit-
ted him to tuck the great buffalo robo
about her. No word was spoken. Tho
man was a stranger to her. Sho for
got his presence In the car.

Into tho thick of the storm tho mo-

tor chugged. Grim and silent, tho
man at the wheel, ungoggled and
tense, sent the whirring thing swiftly
over tho trackless village street and
out upon tho open country road. Tho
woman closed her oyes and waited.

You would know tho month was
March. He said: "It comes In like
a lion," but apparently tho storm swal-
lowed the words for sho mado no re-

sponse to them.
They crossed the vnlloy and crept

up tho tree-covere- d hill, where the
force of the gale was broken. If she
heard him say: "Fierce, wasn't it?"
sho gave no sign, but sat hunched for
ward, peering ahead through tho snow
at tho blurred lights that scorned so
far away and yet were closo at hand.

Is that tho inn?" sho asked as he
Bwerved from tho road a few moments
later.

"Yes, Mrs. Wrandall. Wo'ro hero."
"Is is ho in there?"
"Where you seo that lighted window

upstairs." He tooted the horn vig-

orously as ho drow up to tho long, low
porch. Two men dashed out from the
doorway and clumsily assisted her
from the car.

"Go right in, Mrs. Wrandall," said
Drake. "I will Join you in a Jiffy."

She walked between the two men
into the feebly lighted office of the
Inn. Tho keeper of the place, a dreary
looking person with dread in his eyes,
hurried forward. Sho stopped, stock
etlll. Some ono was brushing the
Btubborn, thickly caked Bnow from her
long chinchilla coat

"You must let me get you some-
thing hot to drink, madam," tho land-
lord was saying dolorously.

Sho struggled with her veil, finally
tearing It away from her face. Then
sho took in the rather barn, cheerless
room with a slow, puzzled sweep of
her eyes.

"No, thank you," she replied.
"It won't bo any trouble, madam,"

urged tho other. "It's right here. Tho
sheriff says it's all right to serve it,
although it Is after hours. 1 run a
respectable, g house. I
wouldn't think of offering It to any-
one If It was In violation "

"Novor mind, Burton," interposed a
big man, approaching. "Lot tho lady
choose for herself. If she wants it,
Bho'll say so. I am tho sheriff, madam.
This gentleman Is tho coroner, Dr.
'Sheof. Wo waited up for you after
Mr. Drake said you'd got the fast train
to stop for you. Tomorrow morning
would havo dono qutto as well. I'm
sorry you camo tonight in all this
blizzard."

Ho was staring as If fascinated, nt
tho white, colorless face of tho woman
who with nervous flrojors unfastened
the heavy coat that enveloped her
slender figure. Sho was young and
strikingly beautiful, despite tho in
tense pallor that overspread her face.
Her dark, questioning, dreading eyes
looked up into his with nn expression
ho was never to forget It combined
drca1, horror, doubt and a smoldering
anger that seemed to overcast all
other emotions that lay revealed to
him.

"This is a what Is commonly called
a 'road Iioubo'?" sho asked dully, her
oyes narrowing suddenly as If in pain,

"It is an inn during tho winter, Mrs.
Wrandall, and a road houso in tho
summer, if that makes it plain to you.
r will say, howevor, that Burton has
always kept well within tho law.
This Is tho first or "real bit of
trouble he's had, and I won't tiny It's
his fault. Keep quiet, Burton, No ono
is accusing you of anything wrong.
Don't whine nbout It."

"But my placo 1b ruined," groanod
the doleful one. "It's got a black eye
now. Not that 1 blamo you, madam,
but you can see how "

He quailed beforo tho steady look
in her oyes, and turned away mum-
bling, ,

"There kis ' a "fire In tho recVptioii
rcw,jRai" W.th core-M- r ; "d
the' wrkfUtUr Wife, Wmk, rt-to- f

Geoixre Barr MCutctieon
or gorcTam AnancMEOffi canwMzna GYDQDDSf!DSrcowwty
;W111 you go In thero and composo
yourself beforo going upstairs? Or,
If you would prefer waiting until
morning, I shall not Insist on the
er ordeal tonight"

"I prefer going up thero tonight,"
said sho steadily.

The men looked at each othor, and
tho sheriff spoke. "Mr. Drake is quite
confident the tho man 4s your hus-

band. It's an ugly affair, Mrs. Wran-
dall. Wo had no means of identifying
him until Drako camo in this evening,
out of curiosity you might say. For
your sake, I hopo Ti? Is mistaken."

"Would you mind telling mo some-
thing about it beforo I go upstairs? I
am quite calm. I am prepared for any-
thing. You need not hesitate."

"As you wish, madam. You will go
Into tho reception room, if you please.
Burton, Is Mrs. Wrandalt's room qutto
ready for hor?"

"I shall not stay hero tonight," in-

terposed Mrs. Wrandall. "You need
not keep tho room for mo."

"But, my dear Mrs.Wraudall ','

"I shall wait in tho railway station
until mornirig If necessary. But not
hero."

Tho coroner led the wny to the cosy
llttlo room oft tho office Sho followed
with tho sheriff. Tho men looked worn
and haggard in tho bright light that
mot thorn, as If thoy had not known
sleep or rest for many hours.

"Tho assistant district attorney was
hero until cloven, but went homo to
get a little rest. It's been a hard case
for all of us a nasty ono," explained
tho sheriff, as ho placed a chair in
front. of tho flro for her. She sank Into
it limply.

"Go on, please," sho murmured, and
shook her head at the nervous little
woman who bustled up and inquired if
she could do anything to mako her
moro comfortable.

Tho sheriff cleared his throat "Well,
it happened last night. All day long
we've been trying to find out who ho
is, and ever slnco eight o'clock this
morning wo'vo been searching for the
woman who camo here with him. Sho

She Sank Into It Limply.

has disappeared as completely as It
swallowed by tho earth. Not a sign
of a clew not a shred. There's noth-
ing to show when sho left tho inn or
by what means. All we know Is that
tho door to that room up thero was
standing half open when Burton
passed by It at seven o'clock this
morning that is to say, yesterday
morning, for this Is now Wednesday.
It Is qulto clear,, from this, that she
neglected to closo tho door tightly
when sho camo out, probably through
haste or fear, and tho draft In tho hall
blew it wider open during the night
Burton says tho inn was closed for
tho night at half-pas- t ten. He went
to bed. Sho must have slipped out
after evoryon'3 was sound asleep.
Thero were nn other guests on that
floor.' Burton and his wlfo sleep on
this floor, and tho servants aro at the
top of the horse and in a wing. No
ono heard a sf und. We havo nof. tho
remotest idea when the thing hap-
pened, or when she left the placo. Dr.
Sboef says the man had been dead hIx
or eight hours when ho first saw him,
and that was very soon after Burton's
discovery. Button, on finding tho door
open, naturalty suspected that his
guests had skipped out during tho
night to avoid paying the bill, and loot
no time In emering tho room.

"Ho found rte man lying on tho bed,
sprawled out, faco upward and as
dend as a rarck I should say, quite
dead. Ho ws partly dressed. His
coat and vest hung ovor tho back of
a chair. A small service carving
knife, belonging to tho Inn, had beon
driven squarely into his heart and was
found sticking thero. Burton says
that tho man. on their arrival at tho
Inn, about nine o'clock at nlgbt, d

supper sent up to tho -- room.
Tho tray of dishes, with most of tho
food untouched, and an empty cham-
pagne bottle, was found on the sorvlco
tnblo near tho bed. Ono of tho chairs
was overturned. Tho servant who took
tho meal to tho room says that the
woman was sitting at tho window
with her wraps on, motor veil and all,
Just as she was when she camo Into
the place, Tho man gave all tho direc-
tions, tho woman apparently paying
no attention to what was going on.
The waitress Joft tho room without
seeing hor faco. She had instructions
not to como for tho tray until morn-
ing.

"That was tho last tlmo the man
was seen alive. No ono has Bten tho
woman since tho door closed after
tho sorvant, who distinctly remembers
hearing tho key turn In tho tock as
sho wont down the hall. It seems
pretty clear that tho man ota, and
drank but not tho womar H;r food
romalnod untouched on th i plno and
hor glass was full, 'Gad, H 5mut have
feeea a merry feaat 1 iwc ,yoi fe--
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the actual crime Is concorncd. There
were signs of a struggle but It isn't
necessary to go into that. Now, as to
thoir arrival at tho Inn. Tho blizzard
had not set in. Last night was dark,
of courso, as there is no moon, but it
was clear and rather warm for tho
tlmo of yoar.. Tho couplo came hero
about nine o'clock in a high power run-
about machine, which tho man drove.
They had no hand baggago and appar-
ently had run out from New York.
Burton says ho was on tho point of
refusing them accommodations when
tho man handed him a hundred-dolla- r

bill. It was moro than Burton's cu-

pidity could withstand. They did not
register. Tho stato llccnso numbers
had been removed from tho automo-
bile, which was of foreign mako. Of
courso It was only a question of time
until wo could havo found out who
tho car belonged to. It is nerfoctly
obvious why ho removed tho num-
bers."

At this Juncture Drako entered the
room. Mrs. Wrandall did not at first
recognize him.

"It has stopped snowing," announced
tho nowcomcr.

"Oh, it Is Mr. Drake," sho murmurod.
"Wo havo a llttlo French car, painted
red," sho announced to the sheriff
without giving Drake another thought

"And this ono Is red, madam," said
tho sheriff, with a glance at tho coro-
ner. Drako nodded his head. Mrs.
Wrandall's body stiffened perceptibly,
as if deflecting a blow. "It is still
standing "in tho garage, whero ho left
It on his arrival.

"Did no ono eoo tho face of of tho
woman?" asked Mrs. Wrandall, rather
querulously. "It seems odd that no
ono should havo seen her face," she
went on without waiting for an an-

swer.
"It's not strange, madam, when you

consider all tho circumstances. She
was very careful not to removo her
veil or her coat until the door was
locked. That proves that she was not
tho sort of woman we usually find

around with men regardless
of ahem, I beg your pardon. This
must bo vory distressing to you."

"I am not sure, Mr. Sheriff, that it is
my husband who lies up there. Please
remembor that," sho said steadily. "It
Is easier to hear the details now, be-

fore I know, than it will bo afterward
if It should turn out to bo as Mr.
Drako declares."

"I see," said tho sheriff, marveling.
"Besides, Mr. Drake is not positive,"

put In the coroner hopefully.
"I am reasonably certain," said

Drako.
"Then all the moro reason why I

should have the story first," said sho,
with a Bhlver that no ono failed to ob-

serve.
Tho sheriff resumed his conclusions.

"Women of tho kind I referred to a
moment ago don't care whether they're
seen or not. In Wet they're rather
brazen about it But this one was
different. She was as far from that
as It was possiblo for her to be. Wo
haven't been able to And anyono who
saw her face or who can givo tho least
Idea as to what she looks like, except-
ing a general description of her figure,
her carriage and the outdoor garments
sho wore. Wo have reason to believe
Bbe was young. Sho was modestly
dressed. Her coat was ono of those
heavy ulster affairs, such as a woman
uses In motoring or on a sea voyage.
Thero was a small sabio stole about
her neck. Tho skirt was short and
she wore high black shoes of tho
thick walking typo. Judging from
Burton's description sho must have
been about your slzo and figure, Mrs.
Wrandall. Isn't that so, Mrs. Bur-
ton?"

Tho Innkeeper's wife spoke. "Yes,
Mr. Harben, I'd say so myself. About
flvo feet six, I'd Judgo; rathor slim
and graceful like, in spite of the big
coat"

Mrs. Wrandall was watching the
woman's face. "I am flvo feet six,"
sho said, as if answering a question.

The sheriff cleared his throat some-
what needlessly.

"Burton says sho acted as If sho
wero a lady," ho went on, "Not tho
kind that usually comes out hero on
such expeditions, he admits. Sho did
not speak to anyone, except onco in
very low tones to tho man sho was
with, and then sho was standing by

the flreplaco out in tho main office,
qulto a distance from the desk. Sho
wont upstairs alono, nnd ho gavo some
orders to Burton beforo iollowlng her.
That was the last tlmo Burton saw
her. Tho waitress wont up with a spe-

cially prepared suppor about half an
hour later."

"It seoms quite clear, Mrs. Wran-
dall, that sho robbed tho man after
stabbing him." said the coroner.

Mrs. Wrandall started. "Then she
was not a lady, after all," sho Bald
quickly. Thero was a noto of relief
in her voice. It was as it sho had
put asldo a half-forme- d conclusion,

"His pocketB wore ompty. Not a
penny had boon loft. Watch, cuff
links, senrf pin, cigarette case, purse
and bill folder all gone. Burton had
seen most of these articles In tho
offlco."

"Isn't it but nol Why. Bhould I

bo the ono to offor n suggestion that
might bo construed as a defense for
thiB woman?"

'You wero about to suggest, madam,
that somo one clso mllit have taken
tho valuables Is that it?" cried the
sheriff,

"Had you thought of it Mr. Sheriff?"
"I had not. It Isn't reasonable. No

ono nbout this placo is suspected. We
havo thought of this, hqwovor: the
murderess may havo taken all gf
those things away with her in ordor
to prevent lnimodlnto Identification of
lier victim. Sho. may havo been. clover1
fenough. for, IhaL It would ,ilyfe;Je,r a
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that very particular," said Mrs. Wran-
dall In such a way that
tho threo men looked at hor in won-

der. Then sho camo abruptly to hor
foot. "It is vory lato, gentlemen, I
am ready to go upstairs, Mr. Sheriff."

"I must warn you, madam, that Mr.
Drako Is reasonably certain that it is
your husband," said tho coroner un-

comfortably. "You may not bo pro-pare- d

for tho shock that "

"I shall not faint, Dr. Sheet If It
Is my husband I shall ask you to leave
mo alono In tho room with him for a
llttlo while." Tho final word trailed
out into a long, tromulous wall, show-
ing how near sho was to tho breaking
point in hor wonderful effort at self-contr-

Tho men looked away hast-
ily. They heard hor draw two or
three deep, quavering breaths; thoy
could almost feel tho tension that sho
was exercising over herself.

Tho doctor turned after a moment
and spoke very gently, but with pro-

fessional firmness. "'You must not
think of venturing out in this wretched
night, madam. It would bo tho worst
kind of folly. Surely you will bo
guided by mo by your own common
sense. Mrs. Burton will bo with
you "

"Thnnk you, Dr. Sheof," sho Inter-
posed calmly. "If what wo all fear
should turn out to bo tho truth, I
could not stay here. , I could not
breathe. I could not live. If, on the
other hand, Mr. Drako Is mistaken, I

shall stay. But If it is my husband, I

cannot remain under tho samo roof
with him, even though ho bo dead. I

do not expect you to understand my
feelings. It would bo asking' too
much of men too much."

"I think I understand," murmured
Drake.

"Come," said the sheriff, arousing
himself with an effort.

Sho moved swiftly after him. Drake
and tho coroner, following closo be-

hind with Mrs. Burton, could not take
their oyes from the slender, graceful
figure. She was a revolatlon to them.
Feeling as thoy did that sho was about
to bo confronted by tho most appalling
crisis imaginable, they could not but
marvel at her composure. Drake's
mind dwelt on the stories of the guillo-
tine and tho heroines who went up to
It In thoeo bloody days without so
much us a quiver of dread. Somehow,
to him, this woman was a. herolno.

Thoy passed Into tho hall and
mounted tho stairs. At the far end
of tho corridor a man was seated In
front of a closed door. Ho arose as
tho party approached. The sheriff
signed for him to open the door ho
guarded. As he did so, a chilly blast
of air blew upon the faces of those In
the hall. The curtains In tho window
of the room wero flapping and whip-
ping in the wind. Mrs. Wrandall
caught her breath. For tho briefest
instant it seemed as though she was
on the point of faltering. Sho dropped
farther behind tho sheriff, her limbs
suddenly stiff, hor hand going out to
the wnll as if for support. Tho next
moment sho was moving forward res-
olutely Into the icy. dimly lighted
room.

A single electric light glenmed In
tho corner beside tho bureau. Near
tho window stood tho bed. She went
swiftly toward It her eyes fastened
upon tho ridge that ran through tho
conter of It: a still, white ridgo that
seemed without beginning or end.

With nervous fingers the attendant
lifted tho eheot at tho head of tho
bed and turned it back. As he let it
fall across tho chest of tho dead man
ho drow back and turned his faci
away.

She bont forward and then straight-
ened her figure to Its full holght, with-
out tor an Instant removing her gaze
from tho faco of tho man who lay
before hor: a dark-haire- d man gray in
death, who must havo beon boautlful
to look upon in tho flush of life.

For a long tlmo sho stood there

AS SEEN BY NATURE LOVER

Frost and Drought Very Much Alike
In Their Effects Upon Good

Old Mother Earth.

Frost and drought aro not unlike in
their results, or at least thoir effects.
A winter meadow, baro of snow vbut
frozen hard, s not very dissimilar to
tho samo meadow during a dry spoil
after haying. Color is gono. growth
Is short, stones show llko land turtles,
the soli is Impenetrable, tho wheel of
nature Is on a dead point. Only tho
hedgerows, In either caso, retain somo
life and color.

You look at tho footholo pttB in tho
ground, mado when you rode that way
last fall or spring, as tho caso may
bo. and wonder that tho ground would
ever havo been soft enough to rocolvo
such impressions, whllo that pools of
water could over havo stood upon it
seems impossible. .The earth, like tho
face of a frightened cowboy, Is palo
to tho obliteration of Its natural tan;
and, again like the cowboy, this only
departs when ho draws roln at home.
Then it is good to seo, oven In win-

ter, bow the tints hasten back, and
brown skin and stubby beard nsBumo
their natural hues; for oven in win-

ter thero is color, whenever a spell
of mild moisture comeB. From "A
Fanner's Nbtobook," by B, D. Pholps,

Rude Shock.
Americana travollng abroad soon

find out thnt tho language thoy speak
Is not looked upon always as gonulrte
;JR1U&,veHhQr by tho haughty .Eng-- .

,?Wml V the natives o( .tk eds- -
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looking, as motionless as tho objoct on
which eho gazed. Behind her wore tho
tenso, keen-eye- d men, not ono of
whom seemed to breathe during tho
grim minutes that passed. Tho wind
howled about tho cornors of tho inn,
but no ono heard it Thoy hoard tho
beating of thoir hearts, oven tho tick-
ing of their watches, but not tho wail
of tho wind.

At last hor hands, c'aw-Uk- e in their
tenseness, went slowly to her temples.
Hor head dropped slightly forward,
and a great shudder ran through hor
body. Tho coroner started forward,
oxpectldg her to collapse.

"Pleaso go away," sho was saying
in nn absolutely emotionless -- voice.
"Let me stay hero alono for a little
whllo."

Thnt was all. Tho men relaxed. They
looked at each other with a slnglo

A Great Shudder Ran Through Her
Body.

question in their eyes. Was It quite
safo to leavo her alono with her dead?
They hesitated.

Sho turned on them suddenly,
spreading her arms in a wide gesture
of Her sombor eyes
swept tho group.

"I can do no harm. , This man Is
mine. I want to look at him for the
last tlmo alone. Will you go?"

"Do you mean, madam, that you In-

tend to " began tho coroner in alarm.
Sho clasped hor hands. "I mean

that I shall toko my last look at him
now and here. Then you may do
what you Ilka with him. Ho is your
dead not mino. I do not want him.
Can you understand? I do not want
this dead thing. But there Is some-
thing I should say to him, something
that I must say. Something that no
ono must hoar but tho good God who
knows how much he has hurt me. 1

want to say It closo to those gray, hor-
rid ears. Who knows? Ho may hear
mo!"

Wondering, tho others backed from
tho room. She watched them until
they closed the door.

Listening, they heard her lower tho
window. It squealed like a thing in
fear.

Ten minutes passed. The gronp in
tho hall conversed in whispers.

"Poor thing," said tho innkeeper's
wife.

"Well," said Drake, taking a deep
broatli, "she won't havo to worry any
more about his not coming homo
nights. I say, this business will create
a fearful sensation, sheriff. The Four
Hundred will havo a conniption fit"

"Wo'vo got to land that girl, who-ov- er

sho Is," grated tho official. "Now
that wo know who ho is, it shouldn't
be hard to pick out the women he's
been trailing with lately. Then we
can sift 'em down until tho right ono
is left It ought to bo easy."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

hardened to it, got the rudest shock
of all last summer.

In a Paris book storo window ho
saw several llttlo red books.

"How to Learn Gorman," was tho
title of ono of thom. Another was
called "How to Learn Spanish," anoth-
er "How to Learn Italian," and so on.

Tho American was looking at them
with an uninterested air when his ex-

pression suddenly changed to ono of
uttor amazoment Casting his eyo
on still another of tho llttlo red books
ho read on its cover:

"How to Learn American 1"

Family Dissensions.
Dissensions in families often riso

from a lack of humility and too much
presumption on tho part of the differ-
ent members of tho family. "Tho soft
answer that turnoth away wrath" 1b

forgotten for the hasty reply, tho un-

kind retorts that kindle tho flro of
nnd aro tho outcome of dis-

orderly minds which aro prone to re-

sentment on account of lacking in tho
gentle graco of humility. Lovo does
not linger in tho houso whero potty
prldo Bhows its unlovely qualities. It
chooses to dwell In tho homo whero
tho spirit of unselfishness, of self-contro-

of thoughtfulncss and of
charitableness makes tbo ntmosphere
Bweot. Exchange.

Sees Class Morality.
Tho following assertion of A, M, tl

opens up an Interesting discus-
sion; 'AU social morality today Is
class molality. Wo havo a capitalistic
morality, a middle class morality aad
Wpreletarten morality, to apeak oaly
of tM iWe krotMt iwWyMw'(.

USm ifataiV".. &,)&!

Rights of Publishers Recognized By
the Postofflce Department and

the Postmaster General.

D. C It will bo of lo-

cal Interest to the publishers of news-
papers all ovor tho United States to
learn that Postmaster General Burle-
son has decided to admit ready-print- s

to the privileges of tho parcel post and
at tho postage rate which controls in
that branch of tho service. This will
bo n boon to tho craft, as a "Partially
Printed Newspaper Service" has not
onjoyed mall privileges, and great diffi-
culty has often been experienced in
securing, delivery to publishers.

Tho credit for securing this victory
for tho country publishers is due to
Charles C. Hart of Spokane, Wash.,
secretary to Lafolletto,
of that state. Mr. Hart formerly was
a country publisher In Indiana and Is
familiar with all tho hardships of tho
man who prints a paper In tho rural
districts.

Determined to Relieve' Situation.
He determined that he would relievo

tho situation as regards tho delivery
of "Partially Printed Nowspaper Serv-
ice," and his first step was tot secure
the of Senator Jones, of
Washington. Together they went to
call on tho Postmaster General.

the publishers, Mr. Hart
made a statement which convinced tho
Postmaster General that "Partially
Printed Newspaper Service" should be
entitled to the parcel post privilege.
In his statement Mr. Hart said:

"We wish to Bubmlt that theso pa-

pers represent an unfinished product
and consequently should bo classed as
a manufactured article, rather than as
printed matter.

"Theso sheets are not completed
until they reach tho office of publica-
tion, and therefore may bo said to bo
only In course of manufacture when
shipped to tho country publisher. This
involves a question which Is a serious
one to the country newspaper of a vast
section of the country, particularly In
tho West and Southwest.

State and Nation-Wid- e Information.
"By tho present classification theso

ready-print- s aro denied admission to
the mallB, the only system of

which reachos into every vil-

lage and town. The express compa-

nies fail to operate to many points
where newspapers are published
places remote from arilroads thus
compelling the publisher, already ham-
pered by a llniltod field, to havo his
ready prints delivered either by somo
special messenger orrangement, at
great expense, or deny his readers tho
advantages of the general news infor-

mation which the ready-pri- nt makes it
possible for him to supply. Where tho
enterprising publisher persists in giv-

ing his patrons this State-wid-e and natio-

n-wide information, tho heavy ex-

pense of for tho deliv-
ery of his ready-print- it should bo re-

membered, can not be saddled upon
tho subscribers. While tho best of Hy-

ing and of luxuries has steadily ad-

vanced In tho last few years, tho sub-
scription of tho country nowspaper has
remained stationary, and tho rate per
thousand circulation for advertising
has not been Increased.

"It is not our contention that tho
country publisher is being discrimi-
nated against purposely, but wo be-

lieve that when tho present classifica-
tion was made It was then too early
to tako Into account tho fact that tho
country newspaper business Is unliko
other lines of publishing.

"Tho country newspaper, we submit,
is a quasi-publi- c utility, In ovldenco of
which Is the fact that it Is being mnln-talne- d

in scores of towns and villages
by citizens who recclva
not one penny of dividends on their
Investment. There is but very small
oxpanslon possible to tho business of
tho larger number of theso rural pub-

lications, and tho publisher, as a rule,
earns little moro than a living, yet tho
existence of such a paper in practical-
ly every town of 300 or more is deem-

ed a public necessity. It reflects pub-

lic sentiment In the community and
voices the local needs, nnd thorcforo
can not bo regarded solely as a' com-

mercial enterprise.
Postmaster General Burleson Issued

tho following order (7.800), which
gives tho country publishers tho relief
asked:

"Tho limit of weight for miscellane-
ous printed matter constituting third-clas-s

mall, tho rato of postage on
which Is 1 cent for each two ounces
or fraction thereof, Is four pounds.
Parcels of miscellaneous printed mat-

ter weighing moro than four pounds,
but which aro within tho limit of

wolcht and slzo for matter of the
fourth class, como within that class
And are mailable at the pound rates
of postago prescribed for fourth class
matter In Section 456.

This order was signed by tho Post
raastor General hlmsolf.

Tho U. S. Government and Postoluca
authorities by tho nbovo order recog-

nize tho rights of Publishers and the
fact that many of tho larger and big-

ger weeklies now use tho "Partially
Printed Nowspaper Sorvlce."

Tho rnto on largo
shipments Is cheaper by express than
by Parcel Post, but many of tho smal '

er will get a lower rato on

their woekly shipments.

For RellQlous Editor to Say.
A llttlo girl had rocolvod a boautlful

card bearing an Inscription: "Honor
thy father and thy mother, etc'' "Sho
Is certainly clever," said a caller,
speaking of tho Bonder of tho card;
"I wonder if sho mado that up her-so- lt

or copied it out of somo book?"
Houston Post

Case of Mistaken Purpose,
"Dpea rou?, father obJect to klMV
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